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Author's Notes: 
a very odd little thing i bashed out very much on the spur of the moment. loosely based on personal 


experience cos i cant fuckin drive either 


'Christmas-" 

Izzy turns up the car radio. 
“Snow's comin’ down-" 

Slash turns it up higher. 
‘lm watching it fall-" 


Axl sings along to it. 


Axl knows that Izzy can't drive. Speeding maniacally down the streets at seventy, cutting off people left and 
right, feeding Axl so many little pills that he forgets where they're meant to be going. 


‘Lots of people around," he hums, absent mindedly, "baby, please come home." 


Slash sits in the passenger seat, drinking out of a liquor filled flask. Every once in a while, Axl spots him lifting 
it up to Izzy's lips and he obediently laps it up, like a little kitten. 


"The church bells in town-" 


Axl muses as he sings, looking at the two from the backseat. Slash is something else and taps into something 


else that Axl didn't think he had in him, something primal. Izzy doesn’t do that. 

Slash lights up a cigarette, curls shaking. 

Youre gonna light yourself on fuckin’ fire, zzy would usually quip. He minds his own this time round though, and 
Slash hands the lit cig to him. Izzy takes a drag, then passes it to Axl. Slash lights another one and passes it to 
Izzy, then lights one more for himself. 

"All ringing in song-" 

Slash throws his arm over the back of the seat and smirks at Axl, who's still riding the coattails of whatever 
strange little thing Izzy slipped him and singing along to the radio at the top of his voice. There's a loving glint 
in Slash's eye. 

Axl wants to kiss him but finds himself preoccupied. 

‘Full of happy sounds-" 


Izzy has the ghost of a grin on his lips as he hits the accelerator. 


Slow down, you crazy motherfucker, Slash would usually say. He minds his own this time. They both tune into 
the fact that the other is tuned into Axl. 


"Baby, please come home!" 


Izzy brakes harshly at a red light and his arm whips out to stop both Axl and Slash from hitting the 


dashboard. Slash raises his eyebrows but says little. Axl can't really rationalise it. 
"They're singing deck the halls-" 


Izzy inherited his gypsy streak and his restless mannerisms from his mother, and from his father a religious 


apathy and a workless lethargy. To mix restlessness and lethargy is dangerous, like mixing coke and smack. 


Izzy's the only person Axl knew that needed drugs to sober him up. 
He's always been a shitty, stupid driver. Swears down on his life that his license is real but Axl knows better. 
"But its not lke Christmas at all-" 


Slash has all the traits of a loving household scratched into him, with the marks still there long after the 
household stopped being so warm. He ain't have real problems, like Axl and sometimes Izzy, but the shit stil 


affected him and Axl can truly tell and appreciates that he tries so damn hard to deal with it. 
Slash doesn't drive and Axl is damn appreciative about that too. 
"Cause | remember when you were here-" 


Axl's more likely to curl up with Slash after a hard fuck, usually with Izzy watching and smoking his way 
through a pack of Marlboro Green. Axl's more likely to kiss Slash on the neck at casual intervals, to beg him 
for certain things and to throw a punch at when he runs his mouth. Slash is more reciprocitave to those 
types of things and, more often that not, punches back. Fuckin’ Slash, like stark white coke that rips through 
Axl's head. 


Though Axl's more likely to cling to Izzy, like a small child, and scream and hit and allow himself to be looked at 
in the eyes and told man, you gotta stop smashing shit up when you get like this. Axl's more likely to call out for 
Izzy in the middle of the night. Izzy is more reciprocative to the responsibility of inevitably entwining his and 
Axl's souls together, like vines and tree roots and other things that grow in nature and grow when left alone. 


Fuckin’ Izzy, like rich black heroin flowing through Axl's veins. 
However different, they both shut the fuck up when Axis singing. 
‘And all the fun we had last year!" 


Axl remembers how, when Izzy first "passed" his test, they'd spend them fuckin’ days that were too damn hot 
in the midwestern summer tailing it down the country roads. Izzy would play Aerosmith and the Stones for 
himself, Queen and Elton and ELO for Axl, and Axl would sing and shout each song he knew at the top of his 
lungs and Izzy wouldn't breathe a fuckin’ word, just push the accelerator as far back as it could fuckin’ go. It 


nearly used to make Axl vomit before he stopped fearing a violent death in a burning car wreck 


That was back in ‘18, ‘19, and Izzy's hair was a sun bleached brown, dancing round his chin, scars of teenage 
acne and summertime freckles up and down his skin; Axl's hair hit past his jaw in thick, strong strands, as 


ruby red as it always had been, finally filling into his bones. 


Now it's ‘85, ‘86, and Izzy's hair is black and unkempt, brushing his shoulders at odd lengths, the constant 
smoking taking it's toll on his skin and the constant injecting taking it's toll on everything else; Axl's hair is long 


and soft and his cheekbones are high. Aged like a fine wine, Izzy mused once. 


Nearly ten fuckin’ years since them fields and Axl's a whole lot more afraid of dying, one of the side effects 
of a fucked up childhood but shit, he'll never tell Izzy. Instead, he'll take a pill, MDMA or something, and tell 
Izzy that he'd better fucking floor it. Ten fuckin’ years later and Izzy still shuts up when he sings. 


‘Pretty lights on the tree-" 


Axl don't know Slash well enough to reminisce that way, and maybe it's just the drugs talking but he can feel 
in his soul that one day he will. 


Slash is still burning through the liquor and Axl swipes out for it. What Axl wants, Axl gets, and that's okay. 
That's okay. 


"hm watchin’ ‘em shine.." 
Slash exchanges a knowing look with Izzy. 


Slash is very much attracted to that lethal genetic split of free spirit and middle american running through 
Izzy's veins. Izzy's veins in general, because they're so stark and blue against the thin greying of his skin. The 


human personification of drug addiction with a mental health permanently stained by experimenting so young. 


Izzy, in turn, finds Slash a beautiful kid and sees in him the wild Izzy had when he was a few years younger. 
Slash makes Izzy feels like he's ten million fuckin’ years old, and thats something Izz really hates, but he makes 
Axl feel younger and that's something Izz quite likes. Izzy likes the bite in his talk and the spite in his walk, and 


the way he works a guitar. 
"You should be here with me-" 


Izzy places his cig in between his lips and snakes his free hand behind him, latching on to Axl's head, running 
his fingers over silky strands of ruby red. Axl leans into the touch, blooming under his skin and anchoring into 
his nerves, and Izzy loves it because if Axl was sober he'd tell him to fuck right off with that shit. He returns 
his hands to the wheel, and Axl traces his fingers along Slash's shoulder, down his arm, growing into him, 


dispersing the seeds of a strange, erratic high. Slash smiles. 
"Baby, please come home!" 


Axl throws himself back into the seat and Slash and Izzy grin. Anyone driving behind them would call the cops, 
he looks like he's having a damn seizure. 


"They're singing deck the halls," he breathes deeply, “but its not like Christmas at all." 


Izzy places his hand on Slash's thigh, squeezing softly, and mirrors two loving parents with a misbehaving child 


in the backseat. 


Izzy's still driving, Axl knows that, and can hear him cursing under his breath, his words cutting finely through 
the air of silence between him and Slash. Axl knows that something is wrong, especially the blue flashing lights 
coming from behind him and Slash's snickering, but fuck if he can put two and two together ‘cause he only 
cares about Darlene fuckin’ Love. 

"Cause | remember when you were here-" 

The car comes to a soft, abrupt halt. 

‘And all the fun we had last year!" 

Axl deciphers a brand new voice in the field of sensation from outside the car, and then Izzy's low tone - hey, 
man, he's been spiked with somethin, cant you fell? | need to get hm to a hospital - and soon as it stopped, the 
engine starts again. 

"F there was a way." 

Slash laughs hysterically, and they return to their peaceful silence. 


"To hold back this tear-" 


Izzy taps along on the staring wheel and hits the gas hard. Slash necks the last of the liquor. Cold air through 


the open window at three times the limit stings everyone it hits. 

"Oh, its Christmas day!" 

Slash grabs Izzy's neck and rubs his thumb along it. Izzy snatches it away and kisses his wrist. 
They ain't never been like this before. 

"Please-" 

Slash turns around and takes Axl's neck as well, kissing lovingly on his collarbone. 

‘Please-" 

Izzy keeps his eyes on the road and smirks. 

"Please-" 


Slash settles back in his seat. 


"Please-" 


Axls hands follow Izzy's energy and he leans forward, clinging onto the seat and pushing his hand into Izzy's 
shirt, dragging over his chest, playing above his heart. Izzy hands him his cigarette. Axl finishes it, and throws 


it out the window. 
Slash hits the volume one last time. 


Izzy runs a red light as Axl sings, "baby, please come home!" 


